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THE MYSTERY OF GLYN CASTLE 

Spalding shook his head doubtfully, and the two friends began talking over the strange blank in Owen 
Glyn’s life. It was quite true that some mystery surrounded his parentage, and this was always a point 

During the war Owen had served as a lieutenant in the Army, but beyond that fact he knew absolutely 
nothing about himself. He had been found in Germany, a prisoner of war, and he merely knew that his 
name was Owen Glyn. It was quite evident that he had suffered severely from shellshock, and he had 
been brought to England and cared for in a Home for more than eighteen months. 


Eventually he had recovered his full health and strength; but even now he knew nothing about his 
parentage or home. He had advertised pretty extensively, but all to no purpose. He had never succeeded 
in discovering anything whatever about himself, greatly to his regret. 

















of waiting, and I could see at a glance that his expression had changed completely.” 

“In what way?” asked Blake. 

“Well, he looked tremendously surprised when he saw me," replied Spalding. “He gazed almost 
stupidly from me to the doctor, and I asked him what the dickens was the matter. But instead of replying, 
he asked a question. 

“’Why—why have you come back here?” he asked in quavering tones. 

“Of course, I stared at him rather blankly, thinking he had gone off his chump, or something like that. 
‘“I’ve brought the doctor to attend to my friend’s injured leg,’ I replied. 
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he replied. “But, all 
daylight the castle lo 









I” he said. “Mr. Glyn’s imprisonment, 
n about his going away last night is too 
ave waited for you.” 








































he said. “You had bette 


ugh” agreed Spalding. 











e mystery of glyn castle 

you force yourself into the castle? You—you have no right here whatever, and your audacity is 
izing! What do you want?” 

















ild think. Ugh! It strikes me 
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to see you! Dar 
Llewellyn? But 
Blake smiled. 


“Quite right, f 
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lave discovered our first 
something!” 


' replied Sexton Blake. 



























cells, and locked the door! I was helpless, and almost an hour passed before I saw them again. But then 
they returned and let me out, saying that they could not find Mr. Glyn, and apologising for making a 

“That was extremely fortunate, and we must congratulate ourselves,” said Mr. Jarrow grimly. “You 
have done exceedingly well, Llewellyn, and I am greatly pleased at the neat manner in which you captured 
Mr. Glyn. It is most essential that he should be held safely. But what happened to the strangers—did 
they leave quietly?” 
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Quite so, ” said the detective blandly. “I must admit that my efforts at disguise succeeded far beyond 
npectations, but by the aid of the wig and beard you were completely deceived, no doubt owing 
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THE MYSTERY OF GLYN CASTLE 


The caretaker looked at Jarrow quickly. 

“Fool them, sir?” he repeated. 

“Exactly! Nothing will be easier, Llewellyn,” went on Jarrow. “All you have to do is to go outside 
find them, and bring them in here.” 

The old man stared blankly, and looked very mystified. 

“But I don’t understand-” he began. 

“You would understand easily enough if you considered the position for a moment,’’interrupted 
Jarrow briskly. “Blake came in here disguised as yourself, Llewellyn, and it’s only natural to suppose 
that his friends outside are aware of his plans. Assuming that to be the case, it follows that they will 
mistake you for Blake as soon as they see you, for it is impossible for them to know that Blake is 
imprisoned.” 

The caretaker nodded his head quickly as he realised Jarrow’s meaning, and his face expressed some 


'It is a remarkably smart idea of yours. I am to go outside 








slightest doubt regarding the 
so closely to the character of 


1 for remaining unsuspicious 
I the rain all helped to make 
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“Well, the less you know about the affair the better for you,” he said. “I can give you my word that 
there’s nothing in it to get you into trouble with the police. These four prisoners stand in the way of a 
little business I’ve got on hand, and I want them put out of harm’s way, for the time-being. You are 
to treat them as well as you possibly can, but keep them afloat for four months. That’s all there is in 

Captain Shanks looked thoughtfully at Jarrow, and from him to his son Joe. The skipper was evidently 
in two minds about accepting the commission, and was considering the matter well before committing 
himself. Finally, he leaned over to Joe, and carried on a whispered conversation for a few minutes before 

“Well, guv’nor, me an’ Joe reckon we’ll undertake the cruise, bein’ as ’ow there ain’t going to be 
no dirty work connected with it!” he said. “I ain’t goin’ to say as I like the job, mind, but we needs 
the money. So if you’ll jest ’and over that two ’undred pounds right away, we’ll call it a deal!” 

Mr. Godfrey Jarrow smiled with satisfaction and at once produced his pocket-book, and took from 
it a sheaf of banknotes, which he passed over to the captain. 

Within half an hour the three men had arranged all the final details of the scheme which so vitally 
affected the helpless prisoners in Glyn Castle, and when Jarrow finally took his departure, he was feeling 

For his plans, in spite of Sexton Blake's activities, were working extremely well! 

CHAPTER 10. 

Shanghaied! 

SEXTON BLAKE paced his dungeon cell impotently. 

He was feeling furious and enraged at the way things had turned out, and he was chafing enormously 
at his inability to make any headway in connection with the mystery which he had undertaken to solve. 
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As he did so he could not help feeling that Fate seemed about to turn the tables, and that the fortunes 
of himself and his three friends were altering for the better. 


CHAPTER 11. 
Unforeseen Disaster! 


CAPTAIN SHANKS was obliged to take the wheel, and to leave his injured son in charge of the detective. 
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for so long a time?” 

othin’ about that,” he replied. “Jarrow ain 
1 tell you everything I can as soon as you 
: sounded on the door, and the next mome 
ming in spite of the uncomfortable web 


t’t the sort o’ man to tell no secrets 
like, an’-” 

nt Spalding and Glyn entered the 
ness of their clothing, and they 


“Deucedly glad to see that you an’ the skipper are gettin’ more friendly!” exclaimed Spalding. “Owen 
and I heard you talkin’ after the long spell of silence, an’ we concluded that the critical stage of the 
proceedings was over. So we’ve just popped in to offer congrats!” 

“You’re right, sir—dead right!” said the skipper, heartily. “Mr. Blake has pulled my boy right out 
o’ the grave, as you might say, an’ if any gentleman deserved to be congrat’lated, it’s him. Why, I can’t 
hardly believe that he’s done such a wonderful thing—although I see ’im do it with my own eyes!” 

Spalding and Glyn were elated when Blake explained the change in their fortunes, and while Tinker 
remained at the wheel—where they had left him—Shanks explained exactly what had passed between 
himself and Jarrow. The skipper did not spare himself in the slightest degree, but related everything in 
detail—finally producing the two hundred pounds which had been paid to him as the first instalment 
of what he was to receive for his services. 
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STERY OF GLYN CASTLE 

ss had fallen. As far as present 
luck befalling them. But they 

ly other vessel indicated plainly 







NCASTLE 


rwered, and was being rowed in their direction. The tramp steamer’s officers 
nal of distress long before they had heard their hail, and Blake and Tinker 


















of your impatience to return!” 

Glyn smiled. 

“Mind, Mr. Blake?” he echoed. “Great Scott, I don’t care if we spend a month in the yacht so long 
as we get off this beastly rock! I’ll admit that we’ve had all the necessities of life here, but the monotony 
and the loneliness have been frightful! The pleasure of seeing you and Tinker again, and the knowledge 
that we’re going back to the castle at all is good enough for me! What do you say, Vic?” 

Spalding grinned. 

“I echo your sentiments exactly, old scout!” he remarked. “The mouldy old castle can rip for all I 
care! Any old time will do to continue out bally investigations there—so long as we’re back in a civilised 
community I don’t mind if it snows! I’ve got an idea, accordin’ to Mr. Blake’s observations, that he 
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The two friends stared at the speaker blankly, seriously wondering if they had encountered a madman. 

“Centerville City!” repeated Spalding. “What on earth are you talkin’ about, old chap! You must 
be thinkin’ of your own home town across the bally water, or somethin’ 1 We want Langland Bay-’ ’ 

The motor driver rose to his feet, and looked at the pair strangely. He was evidently puzzled, but he 
grinned broadly. 

"Say, you guys talk as if you think you’re located in England!” he said. “I guess it’s time you’re put 

“Nothing of the sort,” cut in Glyn. “We’re in Wales!” 

“Look here, sonny, I don’t allow no blamed Britisher to pull my leg—it ain’t healthy!” growled the 
man, staring harder than ever. “This place is Center County, in the State of Maine, U.S.A.! 1 dunno 
what sort o’ bees you’ve got buzzin’ under your cap, but you can take it from me that the only hotel 
hereabouts is in Centerville City!” 


The driver seemed to be quite sincere, and he did not strike them as being at all like a lunatic. But 



Victor Spalding and Owen Glyn rubbed their eyes, and gazed at one another in a manner which was 
really comical. They had every cause for their amazement, but there was no doubt that they were at last 
convinced of the truth of the motor driver’s statement. 


“By gad—it’s true, Owen! ” gasped Spalding. “We’re absolutely in the United States, old man—not 
i doubt of it! This is one of Mr. Blake’s little tricks—an’ he’s had us on toast with a vengeance!” 
Glyn gulped. 


“But—it’s impossible, Vic!” he protested. “Remember the castle! Great Scott! Haven’t we just come 











Glyn and Spalding were presented at once to the affable looking stranger whom they had first seen 

He seemed to be an extremely jovial individual, and his visitors liked him instantly. 

“Mr. Blake is quite right when he says that I’m pleased to meet you two boys,” he began. “As a matter 
of fact, I’m real delighted to know you both, but I’ll admit at once that it’s you, Mr. Glyn, in whom 

1 ‘Kinsmen! ” repeated Glyn in astonishment. 1 ‘Well, I’m jiggered! But I—I don’t see exactly how we 

“That’s not at all surprising,” interrupted the millionaire smoothly, “but when I tell you that my great 
grandfather was one of the Glyns, of Glyn Castle, no doubt the position will be a littler clearer to you. 
I happened to be born here in the States because my parents were located here, but you can bet that I’ve 
always had a pretty considerable interest in my ancestral home ’way back in the Old Country. To be 



; to buy a ticket for Swansea.” 


Mr. Williamson paused, and looked round. Everybody was listening to him with the greatest interest, 
and Owen Glyn seemed absolutely absorbed in his newly-found kinsman’s story. He felt that the narrative 
was being related chiefly for his benefit, and he was right. 

“I guess I didn’t lose much time in hitting the trail for Glyn Castle, sonny,” went on the millionaire, 
“and I found the old place to be about ten times as magnificent as I had anticipated. I had imagined 
it as a ramshackle, tumbled-down ruin, and I was agreeably surprised when I saw that the castle was 


• the price might be, and I got busy at once-” 

ou mean that you wanted the castle as a residence?” asked Glyn. 

tly! ” nodded Mr. Williamson. “But it was no use to me for that purpose where it stood in Wales, 
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every advantage of your unfortunate loss of memory to benefit himself financially. 
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THE CASE OF THE SOCIETY BLACKMAILER 


THE PROLOGUE. 

CHAPTER 1. 

THE sun was sinking to the west, and the cool of the evening had set in. The day’s toil was over 
at the estancia of San Pablo, belonging to the Senor Hernando Lopez, and the gauchos, as cowboys 
are called in Uruguay, had finished their supper, and were sprawled lazily on the grass outside of 
their quarters, smoking and chatting, while a couple of them strummed on guitars. 

Not far from them was the house of their employer, built of stone, and surrounded by a wide veranda, 
and shaded by a clump of williows and acacias which grew by a stream of water. 

In all directions stretched the grassy uplands, where thousands of sheep and cattle were grazing; 
and beyond the ranges was the bare, wind-swept pampa, rolling away to distant mountains, and to 
wooded valleys. 

They were much of the same type, these gauchos, of mixed Spanish and Indian blood, with reddish- 
bronze skin, and straight, black hair, and beady eyes. 

They wore sombreros and cotton pantaloons, and the upper part of their bodies were draped in 
ponchos, squares of woollen cloth with slits cut in the middle to admit the head. 

a round ball at the end of it. 
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, and decided what part he would play. 

;t them know or suspect he was an Englishman. 

me,” he repeated. “You might as well put that gun down.” 
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CHAPTER 4. 

MACK HEWITT stretched himself at the bottom of the hollow, with the sand for a pillow, and fell 
asleep at once. And Oliver and the little man lay down on the brow of the hill, with their backs against 
the trunk of a big pine-tree. 

Gavin Carey was in a cheery mood, and it was difficult for the youth to believe he was such a 
scoundrel as he undoubtedly was. 

He cracked jokes, and talked of one thing and another. He seemed to have taken a liking to Oliver. 

station, and travel by train to Montevideo. And we’ll leave you there, with a few shillings in your 
pocket, for we’ve got to get back to England. Take my advice, my boy, and find work. You don’t 
want to be a tramp all your life, do you?” 

He did most of the talking. Oliver played the part of a looney, saying little or nothing, and now 
and again mumbling incoherently. 

But he was thinking—and thinking hard. He knew what he meant to do, after Mack Hewitt had 
been roused, and Carey had gone to sleep. 

He would snatch Hewitt’s pistol from his belt, and cover him with it; threaten to shoot him if he 
uttered a word, and make him promptly hand over the packet of letters—the letters the man had 
said had been written by Mr. Julian Sherbroke—and the page from the register. 

Then he would take to rapid flight, go back to the village of San Jacinto, and give the letters and 
the leaf to Father Amaral. 

“The padre will surely believe my story,” he reflected, “and he will be able to explain the mystery 
about my father, I dare say. I can’t imagine what it is. It is the strangest thing I have ever known.” 

Oliver’s opportunity was to come sooner than he had expected, as it happened. Presently, as he 
was speaking of something, Gavin Carey’s voice trailed into a whisper. 

His chin sank on his breast, and he began to snore. He was sound asleep. 

And now, with a different plan in mind, Oliver crept cautiously into the sandy hollow, and knelt 
by the prostrate figure of Mack Hewitt. 

He could see the letters and the page sticking from the breast-pocket of the man’s coat, which was 
partly open; but as he was reaching them, when his fingers were almost touching them, Hewitt suddenly 

With a startled exclamation he sprang to his feet and struck at the youth, who dodged the blow 

Stop him, Carey!” Mack Hewitt shouted. “Stop him!” 

Gavin Carey jumped up at once, but by then Oliver had darted past him, and leapt over the crest 
of the hill. He went tearing down at reckless speed at the risk of his neck; and as he ran the two 
men yelled at him, and Hewitt opened fire with his automatic. 

Two shots missed, and with the third report Oliver felt a burning pain. The bullet had grazed one 
side of his head. He floundered on for several yards, staggered blindly, pitched on to a mossy shelf 
or rock, and lay there limp and motionless. 

He was only slightly stunned, though he was unable to rise. He had his senses, and could hear the 
voices of the two men who were standing above him. 

“You’ve killed the poor fellow!” cried Gavin Carey. 

“It serves him right!” Mack Hewitt declared, with an oath. “He’s no looney. He’s as shrewd as 
they make them. He’s been playing a game with us from the first, else he wouldn’t have tried to steal 
the letters and the leaf. But perhaps he isn’t dead. He may be only shamming.” 

“He isn’t, Mack! I’m sure you killed him!” 

“No, no, don’t! We had better clear out of this as quickly as we can! Come along!” 

“Very well, Carey. If any of the village people are searching for us they would have heard the shots 

The talk ceased, and retreating foot steps were heard. Mack Hewitt and Gavin Carey were gone, 
was dead. 

The steps faded to silence, and with a thankful heart Oliver sat up. He put his hand to the spot 
the blood was trickling from, and found the bullet had merely broken the skin.’ 

“I’ll be getting on now,” he thought. 

87 
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nd was able to rise. But his limbs were shaky, and at the first step a fit of 
id he swayed on the edge of the rocky shelf and toplea neadlong over, 
mself. Down the hill he went, now rolling and now sliding, clutching at tufts 
tom of the slope he landed lightly in a soft copse of bushes, 
ty there for a little while, gasping for breath; and when at length he scrambled 
; got to his feet, he heard rustling, crackling sounds in the scrub beyond him, 
usky figures rapidly approaching. 
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; he would win back all he had lost by his folly, and marry the girl he loved, 
g, cheer and hope in his heart again, he trudged across the lonely pampa, weary and 
tsolved to put many miles between himself and San Jacinto by sunrise. 

: safe then, if his escape had not meanwhile been discovered. And there was little or 
>f that, he was confident. 
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in the lounge-chair. 

“I will tell you at once why I sent for you, Mr. Blake,” she said, in a dull tone. “You were my 
husband’s friend, and I want you and Inspector Widgeon to avenge his murder.” 

“Murder?” Blake repeated, in surprise. “Surely not!” 

“Not legal murder,” said Mrs. Milvern, very softly and coldly. “No, it can't be called that. But 
none the less Eric was cruelly, wickedly murdered, and I wil never rest until justice has been done.” 

“What do you mean? Am I to understand that some trouble, some worry, preyed on his mind 
and drove him to-” 

“Yes, Mr. Blake, he was hounded to death—hounded and harried and persecuted, until in despair 

a month ago my husband was his normal self, always happy and cheeful, and in bright spirits. Then 
I noticed a change in him—a sudden change. He was depressed. He never laughed or smiled. He took 
no pleasure in anything. He lost his appetite, and moped about the house. I thought he was ill, but 
he assured me he was not. 


“Day by day, week by week, he grew more depressed. I knew he must be greatly worried over 
something, but I could not persuade him to tell me what it was. He would not even admit he was 
worried. He said I was talking nonsense.” 

“I was at the theatre last night with some friends,” she resumed, in the same dull, firm tone, “and 




f her family or friends could 











light possibly 


f uneasiness. Shabby and ut 
ecognised by anybody as the 











not talk of to-night’s 
liscreetly. Good-bye! 
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Nine o’clock tonight, remember. I will expect you.” 

Oliver nodded. He opened the door and stepped out. Closing the door behind him, he dodged between 
a lorry and a cab and gained the pavement. 

He walked over to the north side of Knightsbridge, and a few moments later he was rising^towards 

He was cheeful and confident. Muriel Treverton still loved him. He could not doubt that. For her 
sake and for his own, difficult and dangerous though his task might be, he would win through. 

CHAPTER 3. 


SEXTON BLAKE Tilled in the pink slip of paper, tore it from his chequebook, and put it in his pocket. 

into a pigeon-hole, lowered the lid of his desk, and rose. 

“Where are you off to?” asked Tinker. 

“I am going to my bank to cash a cheque,” Blake replied. “I am short of cash.” 

“And when do we go to Plymouth, guv’nor?” 

“Not until this evening. We will travel by the night express. You might ring up Paddington and 
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of the telephone on the desk, and with the other he was tugging 
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The letter pleased Charles Desboro, and it did not please him. He smiled rather sourly, then frowned. 
He had been clinging to the very dim hope that his suspicions might be wrong. 

He tossed the letter into the fire, and he was thoughtfully pacing the floor when the telephone bell 

He picked up the receiver. 
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e seen young Sherbroke, talked to him, spent hours in his company 
'as dark in the garden, sir, for one thing. And it never occurred to u 


.1 have occurred to you! Why the blazes didn’t you flash your lantern oi 

ed Charles Desboro’s voice, and on the instant he was transformed in 
int, like tiny points of fire, played in his steel-blue eyes. One corner 
wing his teeth. His fist clenched, he drew his left arm up and back, level 
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him by the throat. He struggled as hard as 
suffocated. 

His senses swam, and when he recovered cli 
was bound tightly over his mouth. 

“You—you scoundrels!” he wheezed. 

“We ought to have gagged and bound the 
to the other. “He might have jumped out c 










is young fellow won’t be put ashore until we’re in the port of Mombasa. And then, 
kick up a row. I’ll charge him with being a stowaway.” 

: place—Mombasa. When are you likely to arrive there?” 

hree or four months, I reckon. I’ll keep my part of the bargain. And what of the money? 


tt drew the skipper aside. They held a short and whispered conversation, and a packet 
:urned their attention to Denis, who had been making furtive and futile efforts to get 
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l to talk to you straight! ^ 
n’t police affair. You nee 
ir any more of it, I’ll prc 
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I and haughty Lady Clara Vere 



: possible the lady called 
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ould!” the youth declared. 

cceeded—which is imposible—you would not find the documents in Mr. Desboro’s desk, 
in the house. They are not in his possession.” 

tot got them, my boy. You can believe that.” 

>ld me the same, sir; but I thought he might be trying to deceive me, so I wouldn’t make 
ild you the truth. Charles Desboro is merely an agent, so the speak, of the real blackmailer. 
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i scoundrel!” he cried. 

Sir Ralph Athelstan. ‘‘I am making you a friendly offer. 
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: of a good family. He is a relative on the distaff side of the late Lord Roderick Tevoit. He 














you mean by-” 

ifted his gouty foot 


“Hugh Clontarf 
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“Another Hindu! The—the murderer!” 

“That’s who it is, my boy! Good heavens!” 

They stood spellbound, petrified by what they saw. A dozen yards or so beyond them, in the direction 
of Ranmore Lodge, the bushes at the edge of the glade had been drawn apart, and a face was peering 
from the rift in the green foliage—a swarthy face, light brown in colour, surmounted by a white turban 
and fringed with a black beard. 

It was visible for a second or two. Then it suddenly vanished, and at the same instant Tinker and 





“The explanation is quite simple, guv’nor,” said thelad. “It occurred to the Hindu this morning to 
hide or bury the body of his victim, if it hadn’t been discovered yet. That is why he returned. As for 
his showing his face so openly, I don’t suppose he knew how much of it was exposed. He was as startled 
at the sight of us as we were at the sight of him.” 

Blake shook his head. 

“Not bad, my boy,” he replied. “And not correct. Next, Stracey!” 

“I should suggest,” said the inspector, “that the fellow lost something last night, and he came back 

Blake shook his head again. 

“It is a plausible theory,” he answered, “and so is Tinker’s. You are both wrong, though unless I 
am greatly mistaken. My theory is this, and it is based in part, not entirely, on the fact that the man split 
the bushes with his hands, whereas he could have seen as distinctly if he had peeped through the foliage. 
He came back to the scene of the murder with the deliberate purpose of showing himself. He knew you 

“He wanted us to see him?” Inspector Stracey repeated. “Why on earth should he?” 

‘ ‘Simply to make you believe that the murder had been done by a Hindu, to deceive you in that respect. ’ ’ 

“No, Stracey, he was not. He was disguised as one. It was to mislead the police that he used the silk- 
cord to strangle his victim, and he returned to strengthen the suspicions he judged the Thuggee cord had 
given rise to. It was a daring thing to do, but he thought it worth the risk.” 

“You are right, guv’nor!” said Tinker. "I’ll bet you are!” 

The inspector’s face was a study. 

“It beats me! ” he declared. “You are a cleverer man than I am, Mr. Blake, and I think myself you 
must be right. I don’t dispute it. But you could knock me down with a feather. If I had to deal with this 
case on my own it would tie my brain into a knot. I am glad you are going to help me to-” 

“Look at Pedro!” interrupted the lad. 

The bloodhound’s big ears were slightly cocked, and the fur on his back was bristling. He growled 
in a low key. 

Footsteps were heard now. Somebody was approaching. Blake glanced at his companions, and put 
a finger to his lips; thrust a hand into his pocket, and grasped a pistol. 

The steps drew nearer, moving slowly; and out from the thickets into the glade, by the footpath, came 
a good-looking young man of about thirty, tall and fair, with dark blue eyes and a blond moustache. 
He carried a stick, and wore a cap and a mackintosh. 

He stopped abruptly—gazed at the little group—gazed from them to the body of the Hindu, and uttered 
an exalamation of horror. 

“Yes, sir,” the inspector replied. “He was murdered in the night, Mr. Clontarf—strangled with a 
silk cord. Two of Lord Ranmore’s gamekeepers found the body. They sent for me, and I telephoned 
to my friend Mr. Sexton Blake, and had him come down here to help me with the case.” 

“Sexton Blake! Hugh Clontarf exclaimed, offering his hand to the detective. “I am very glad to meet 
you, sir. I have often wished I could make your acquaintance. Inspector Stracey is fortunate in having 

“This is a shocking business, ’ ’ he went on, his voice husky with emotion. “My Hindu servant murdered! 
Could he have had a fight with a poacher?” 

“I think not,” said Blake. “It is a most mysterious affair. You can throw some light on it, perhaps.” 

“None whatever. AH I can teU you is that Kashar Das disappeared in the night. So I was informed 
an hour ago, and I at once set out to search for him, coming by the footpath.” 

“Why by the path, Mr. Clontarf?” 
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at home, he had come down to Dorking by train, and walked over to Ranmore Lodge, through the wooded 
country; had found the main gates and the side gate locked, and had squeezed through a prickly hedge 

Why he was here he could scarcely have explained. He had no definite purpose in view. He had only 
suspicions, and they were of the flimsiest fabric. He could not have analysed them. 

Yet he still had faith, more than faith, in the theory he had mentioned to Tinker on the day of the 
crime—that the key to the mystery lay within the walls of the dwelling from which the Hindu servant 
had gone forth in the night to meet with a tragic death. 
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ttle farther, and stopped again. And again he heard the pursuing steps, 
ed. Some person was coming warily after him. He had been followed. 
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there been a Iodgekeeper since you have known Mr. Clontarf. Gwenda?” 
never. The lodge wasn’t occupied. There was no furniture in it.” 

furnishednowand apparently the private secretary has been installed there. Did Mr. Clontarf 

you while you were in Italy?” 

ularly, Mr. Blake. I had a letter from his every week.” 
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CHAPTER 7. 

The Man who Hired the Claret-coloured Car—What Blake Remembered of Sir Ralph Athelstan— 
A Visit to the Publishers—An Interesting Conversation with Mr. Hendon—The Secret Chapter. 

BLAKE stayed to tea at the Elms, tried with poor success to soothe Colonel Roylance’s indignation at 
his daughter’s treatment, and drove back to London, arriving home at nine o’clock in the evening. 

He told Tinker of everything that had occurred at Ranmore Lodge, and the lad then reported on the 
instructions his master had given to him. He had been to the garage of the Knightsbridge Motor Car 
Service Company, and had got the desired information. 


‘The man who hired the claret-coloured car this morning for a run to Surrey,” he said, “was Sir Ralph 
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ites, and thrust one of them into a pocket of his waistcoat. 
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woods by two men, one of whom was presumably Charles Leighton. He subsequently meets Partrick 
again, and tells him he has no recollection of the fight. 



































powerful build. 

CHAPTER 

On the Way to the Village—Shots from the Woods— 
Tinker’s Thee 


CONSTABLE MACK PUGSLEY, of Ranmore Village! 



















I irritably retorted. 








They haven’t the remotest 





ugh there was no name to it, and nothing about any place. It only said I was to come at ten o’clock 
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high Clontarf. “I happen to 
recently.” 


i, sir. Only how 1 had 








“The credulous fool!” he said. 

Hugh Clontarf shrugged his shoulders and smiled. 
“Notaglimmer of suspicion!” hereplied. “Swallowedi 
he added, “and get a good night’s sleep. You will have 


CHAPTER 13 
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the Yard to help them, and I wanted to know if you needed any help. We can’t spare a man at present. 
They are all busy.” 

“It doesn’t matter. I have a firm grasp of the case. I can see throught it. You can tell Inspector Stracey 
from me that it won’t be long until I apply to him for a warrant for the arrest of the murderer or murderers 
of Kashar Das. That’s all. Good-bye, Widgeon. I should have been on the way to Surrey by now if you 
hadn’t rung me up.” 

“If you ask me, Blake, I think you are getting a bit too big for your boots.” 

Blake did not reply to the inspector’s parting shot. He went hurriedly downstairs and out of the building, 










































They finally abandoned the quest, and, going down the path of the road, they got into their car, and 
drove towards Dorking, wondering what to make of Ben Partrick’s statement. 

Had he told a deliberate lie? No, not with his dying breath; nor would he have had any motive for 
doing so. The watch was not on his person. His pockets had been searched. 

Whre, then, was it? Under what circumstances had he lost it? If it had simply slipped his fingers as 
he was taking it from the hole under the bank—those were his words—how could it have vanished so 
completely? 

“Perhaps the fellow’s mind was wandering when he spoke of the watch,” said Tinker. “It may be 
hidden in the cottage.” 

Blake shrugged his shoulders. 

“I don’t know,” he murmured. “I will have another try to-morrow. 


CHAPTER 15. 
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of Henson and Halbury, the publishers, in Bedford Street. 

He went straight through to the private office, and Mr. Henson, who was waiting there, pointed to 
the large safe that stood by the wall. 

“Look!” he bade. “What do you think of that?” 

It was an obvious burglary. The safe had been blown open—there was a hole burnt through the massive 
door—and the contents were in confusion. Letters and papers were scattered about on the shelves. 

“I made the discovery when I arrived this morning,” Mr. Henson contined, “and I telephoned to 
you immediately. There were two men concerned in the affair, I imagine. One kept watch at the mouth 
of Clare Court, to give warning of danger; and the other got in by that small window yonder, which 
opens on to the court. You can see where the iron shutter was violently wrenched from its fastenings. 
As for the safe, it was opened by means of oxygen gas and a blow-pipe.” 

“And the chapter was stolen?” said Blake. “The chapter of Lord Roderick Teviot’s memoirs relating 
to the Selampur Turf Scandal?” 

“Yes, it is gone,” replied Mr. Henson. 

“Only that one chapter!” 

“Only that one, Mr. Blake. The rest of the manuscript is still there—or what portion of it is not in 
the hands of the printers.” 
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DOWN AND OUT! 


CHAPTER 1. 

The Night Alarm! 

ALL through the evening and far into the night, a great gale had been sweeping through Yorkshire. The 
wind had howled over mountain and moor and dale, while the rain had lashed and splashed and drenched 
every inch of the county of broad acres. 

Dentwhistle Moor in the West Riding had caught the full fury of the tempest. The village of Dentwhistie 
itself had partly escaped by reason of the sheltering shoulder of the mountainous Caukle Fell, but half 
a mile away, one little stone cottage had rocked and rocked in the rushing mighty wind, almost like a 


This cottage stood on the high moor, exposed to every wind that blew, at the head of the great mountain- 
limestone quarries, which formed the district’s staple industry, and kept most of the able-bodied villagers 
employed. 
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“How can there be, sir? That yarn of his about coming to the place for shelter is about the lamest 
“Certainly sounded very thin!” 

“He’ll swing, sir; he’ll swing, you can bet. I’ve absolute proof already that he went into the dead man’s 
bed-room!” 








DOWNAND( 

to other matters in the newspaper he was reading. “We’re not in the least likely ever to want it 
just keep it as a record. Now about that passport forgery business. Look up all the papers coni 















“Oh, lor, yes!” Yarrov 
score right away. The boc 
them photographed. Here 
Test them for yourself.’’ 











themselves alone at 













look out for things of that sort.” 

“Gee whiz! But you’re racing ahead, guv’nor! You’re linking up to-night’s affair with the very murder 


itself! You’re talking of a gang and plots, as if they might have killed Richard Sharron!” 
“Why no?” 

“Do you think a gang did?” 

“It’s too early to make up one’s mind. One can’t decide till one get’s more evidence!” 
“But you’re beginning to think John Wilson may be innocent?” 

“I am!” 

“Yet you were dead against any such idea when you started?” 

“I was.” 

“What’s made you alter your opinion—this hold-up?” 

“That’s only secondary. It may or may not corroborate my primary idea.” 

“What is your primary idea?” 

“One I got when Inspector Yarrow showed me those photographs of the bootprints!” 
“But they’re his trump cars! The very things he most relies on to prove Wilson guilt!” 


CHAPTER 8. 

Committed for Trial! 

AFTER breakfast the next morning, Sexton Blake and Tinker were on their way to the police station 
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Other things, however, must be gone into first. 

“Well, well, Wilson,” said Blake soothingly, in response to the prisoner’s speech. “It’s something 
to have one good friend who believes in you. Let that help you to keep up your heart. Who knows but 
what others may come to believe in your innocence, too. I have promised Mr. Straker to do all I can 
to arrive at the truth, so if arriving at the truth will help you-” 

“It will, sir, it will!” cried the young man passionately. “It’s all I ask for. If only the truth can be 
discovered! Heaven grant it may, if only for the sake o’ my dear missis and little kiddie!” 

“As to that, Wilson, you may be able to help as much as anybody!” 

“How can I help, sir?” Wilson cried hopelessly. “I’ve already told the police all I know about it, but 
they don’t believe me. Nobody believes me except Mr. Straker. Everybody else thinks I killed this old 
gentleman. And I didn’t. I swear I didn’t! I swear I didn’t even know he was in the house—or who was 

Blake listened and watched him intently. If this man was lying, he was one of the most accomplished 

He encouraged him gently with: 

“Please tell me what you’ve already told the police. I want to get at the truth first hand. Tell me 
everything you know. Every little detail, just as it happened!” 

Wilson began. Up to a point, his story—told with many a suppressed sob and break in his voice—was 
a repetition of what Sexton Blake already knew from the newspaper accounts, and from the added details 
told him by Adrian Straker and Inspector Yarrow. 
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place, where he might sleep for a few hours, i 
Then happened—according to Wilson’s stat 






















DOWN AND OUT! 












DOWN. 

poor old Mr. Sharron might also be the man who knocked Wilson out?” 

‘‘I should think it’s very probable. Nothing more likely.” 
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In an adjacent room Sexton 
by the constable and his helpei 

On examining the detective, 











him up suddenly, 
he stared in at the 

husky, incoherent 
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Mr. Gregg that Dolby nodded his h 
The defending solicitor turned to 
“My client pleads ‘Not Guilty!’” 
Naturally the plea was accepted, bi 
and emphatically. It created a bad i 
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looking chap, with a hatchet face.” 

“And ferret eyes and a flat ear!” Tinker added. 
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CHAPTER 24. 

Sexton Blake Straighens the Tangle! 

NICHOLAS DOLBY was a free man! Inspector Yarrow was a depressed man! One of the most depressed 
men in the world. He felt utterly crushed! 

And utterly bewildered too! How it had all come about he couldn’t begin to understand. Twenty-four 
hours passed to find him just as puzzled and nonplussed as he had been at that final dramatic moment 
in court, when Inspector Travis, of Scotland Yard, had exploded his myth, and, so to speak, hoisted 
him on his own petard! 

Then, as he sat miserably in his office, came the first bright bit of news. A telephone message from 
Dentwhistle. It was to say that Sexton Blake had recovered consciousness at last, and would be glad to 
see him at the earliest possible moment. 

Yarrow was pleased, of course. Greatly pleased at Blake’s recovery. But it didn’t raise his spirits in 



























“I daresay he’ll be there till six o’clock.” 

“Good! Then we’ll go together. I just want a few minutes with Barry to give him instructions, then 

For a man who had been in the dock and stood the charge of murder, Nicholas Dolby looked 
remarkably fit and well. 

So thought Sexton Blake, when, a couple of hours later, he sat facing him in his office at Lummingstall. 
Blake had been admitted only after some little difficulty. Dolby had sent out word refusing to see him 
at first, and only the detective’s persistence had made him change him mind. 
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“Is it true?” he asked Blake, not for the first time, though Blake had not answered til 

“Then why’s he made it?” 

“To try and save his father—Jacob Ludford!” 
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CHAPTER 




THE MISSING MILLIONAIRE 


it is that she is well guarded till she becomes a woman and can cliam her own!’ 

“As she ceased speaking she pressed my hand in hers. Smiling on me, she passed into the eternal sleep. 

“This sad event so distressed me that I could do nothing in connection with the child or anything 
just then, Calder Dulk led me away from the place to the hotel where we were staying. He advised 
me to remain alone and keep quiet until the morning, which I did. 

“When the morrow came both he and his wife had disappeared, and they had taken every ounce 
of gold 1 possessed with them! Nor was this all. They had run off with the child, too, not forgetting 
to secure the papers relating to her birth, to which my sister attached so much importance. 

“I need not tell you what my emotions were under this stinging reversal of my fortune, at this horrible 
breach of faith, and at my inability to keep the oath I had so recently made to my dying sister. 
“I was powerless to follow them, for I had not sufficient money even to pay the hotel bill. There 
was nothing I could do but return to the diggings, and by hard labour again woo the favour of the 
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rent regular, and gas, and coals, and boots is extra, and I does the boots.” 

There was no doubt about it. Frank Ellaby was not in that house, nor could any information be 
obtained as to how he had left it. To make matters worse, no one knew anything about Madame 
Vulpino. 

As for Dr. Tuppy, he simply shrugged his shoulders. 

“You are all strangers to me,” he said, “and I only know three things about you. First, you call 
me from my lunch in a dreadful hurry. Second, the removal of the patient last night was quite against 
my instructions, and will probably kill him. Third, I have received no fee!” 

“Frank Ellaby has fallen into bad hands,” thought Sexton Blake, as he made his way to his office, 
feeling very vexed with himself. “Not only into bad hands, but, I fear, powerful ones. I must try 
and rescue him, whatever it costs me. There can be little doubt that he has been followed from Australia 
by some desperate gang, who know how wealthy he is. They have succeeded in capturing him in the 
simplest way possible. They have him in their power, while he is quite helpless It means a race now 
between my brains and another London mystery, and I’ll back myself to win!” 

CHAPTER 2 

Frank Ellaby Finds Himself Bound and I 
in a Cab—At the Old Water Mill. 





















THE MISSING MILLIONAIRE 


most severely for their villainy. He hoped, too, that he would be able to make them disgorge the 
money they, had wrenched from him. 

Little did he imagine that both these wrongly suspected gentlement were at that very moment doing 

The next time “Bill Bender” put his head into the room, with the question whether his prisoner 
had come to his senses yet, Frank Ellaby said— 

“I have signed all you wished me to. Bring me something to eat and to drink. When you have 
got your money I suppose you will see that I am released from here?” 

“Not much,” said Bill, with a coarse laugh, as he thrust the papers into the breast pocket of his 
heavy overcoat “Now, listen to me. If you had not been so obstinate, I would have done fair and 
honest by you. But you’ve bee pig-headed, and you’ve kept me from my pleasures and enjoyments. 
More than that, you have marked my face. The consequence of which is that I’m going to leave you 
here to starve. You can’t escape. No one can come to you. Here you shall remain and slowly starve 
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ur tale is true.” 
Ml, Mr. Ellaby, 
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IILLIONAIRE 


Ernest Truelove just then returned from an early lecture at his college. Truth to tell, his mind was too 
itch stirred with anxiety for the safety of Rose to benefit from the learning which had been poured 

[is tone was one of reproach and hopelessness. 






























